JANE : Do you feel well enough to come \\ith
me and have something to eat ?

THE VISITOR : Yes, quite well enough, but I
am not hungry. I have eaten already. It Is merely
that I am cold.

PETER : Then you'd better have a drink. I'll
mix you a whiskey.

[And he goes to the decanter.

THE VISITOR : No, I'd rather not, thank you. I
hate the taste of whiskey.

PETER : Then you must take it as a medicine.
I hate the taste of whiskey, too, but I still fre-
quently take it for pleasure.

[He hands her a glass and, grimacing^ she drinks.
THE VISITOR (handing the glass back to PETER) :
Wasn't   I  good ? Now,  Peter, come and   sit
down here. (She indicates the arm of her chair.)
You've got to tell me all about yourself.

[The others look at each other in perplexity at this
self-assurance.

PETER (complying): Well, there isn't much to tell.
THE VISITOR : There's a great deal to tell. Are
you at Oxford or Cambridge ?
PETER : No, I've just come down.
THE VISITOR : From which ?
PETER : Oxford.

THE VISITOR :   Like your grandfather, eh ?
PETER (perplexed) : Yes ; but how did you know ?
THE VISITOR :   There, darling, don't ask me
questions ;   let me ask you.
WILLIE  (involuntarily} :   Darling !

[But the VISITOR hears him.
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